*    The Execution    *

Yazathingyan, who had superintended the execu-
tion, now put aside the embroidered robe and entering
a palanquin, ordered them to carry him to the hunting
palace. As he was borne along, a vast content envel-
oped him. He was safe; not only was he safe, he was
master. King Narathihapate and Queen Saw, they were
hardly more than children.

'If I cannot mould those two to my wishes', he
thought, 1 am good for nothing. Besides, the girl has
sense, her inclination is to back me/ A vista of power
stretched in front of him. There was no limit to what
he might do. So he was carried along. It was a neat
day's work, interesting, too, for he recalled, what he
had forgotten, how just after Thihathu had spat on him
that morning in the palace hall, he had seen the pillars
writhing and twirling like elephants' trunks. Yes, that
was very interesting. He had never had a psychic ex-
perience before.

On reaching the hunting palace he presented himself
at once before Narathihapate, Queen Saw was there.

'A fatal accident has overtaken Thihathu,' he said.
Tike his father, he has been killed by an elephant.'

Narathihapate said nothing. He was profoundly re-
lieved.

'He is quite dead, I suppose?' he enquired at length.
On hearing that this was so, he asked no more ques-
tions. Nor did Queen Saw speak, but she gave Yaza-
thingyan a piercing glance. As he caught it, he felt the
presence of a spirit more powerful than he had be-
lieved possessed her.
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